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'Thus doth it equal age with Age enjoy

And yet in lusty youth forever flowers;

Like Love his sire, whom painters make a boy

Yet is he eldest of the heavenly powers;

Or like his brother Time whose winged hours

Going and coming, will not let him die

But still preserve him in his infancy.*

This said, the queen with her sweet lips divine
Gently began to move the subtle air,
Which gladly yielding did itself incline
To take a shape between those rubies fair,
And, being formed, softly did repair
With twenty doublings in the empty way
Unto Antinous' ears, and thus did say:

'What eye doth see the heaven but doth adtnirc
When it the movings of the heavens doth sec?
Myself, if I to heaven may once aspire,
If that be dancing, will a dancer be;
But as for this, your frantic jollity,
How it began or whence you did it learn
I never could with reason's eye discern.*

Antinous answered: ' Jewel of the earth,
Worthy you are that heavenly dance to lead,
But, for you think our Dancing base of birth
And newly born but of a brain-sick head,
I will forthwith his antique gentry read,
And, for I love him, will his herald be,
And blaze his arms, and draw his pedigree.

*When Love had shaped this world, this great fa-
That all wights else in this wide womb contai^ *
And had instructed it to dance aright              *

A thousand measures with a thousand strains
Which it should practise with delightful paina
Until that fatal instant should revolve
When all to nothing should again resolve,

'The comely order and proportion fair
On every side did please his wandering eye,
Till glancing through the thin transparent air
A rude disordered tout he did espy
Of men and women that most spitefully
Did one another throng and crowd so sore,
That his kind eye in pity wept therefore.